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The date which Dante fixed for his vision is Good jPriday
of the year 1300. A year later, his answer must have
been different. The love and friendship of his Vita
Nuova had then both left him. For ten years Beatrice
Portinari had been dead, or (as Dante says in the Con-
vito) ' lived in heaven with the angels and on earth with
his soul'. And now, distant and probably estranged
from him, Guido Cavalcanti was gone too.
Among the Tales of Franco Sacchetti, and in the
Decameron of Boccaccio, are two anecdotes relating to
Guido. Sacchetti tells us how, one day that he was
intent on a game at chess, Guido (who is described as
4 one who perhaps had not his equal in Florence ') was
disturbed by a child playing about, and threatened
punishment if the noise continued. The child, however,
managed slily to nail Guide's coat to the chair on which
he sat, and so had the laugh against him when he rose
soon afterwards to fulfil his threat. This may serve as an
amusing instance of Guido's hasty temper, but is rather a
disappointment after its magniloquent heading, which sets
forth how ' Guido Cavalcanti, being a man of great valour
and a philosopher, is defeated by the cunning of a child'.
The ninth Tale of the sixth Day of the Decameron
relates a repartee of Guide's, which has all the profound
platitude of mediaeval wit. As the anecdote, however,
is interesting on other grounds, I translate it here.
that without much likelihood of its being superseded) the post which
is the first in all such cases,—that of a fine English poem rendering
a great foreign one in its own metre, with all essential fidelity, for
the use of English readers who read for the sake of poetry. Dr. Car-
lyle's prose translation takes other ground, that of word-for-word
literality, for which it presupposes prose to be indispensable. I will
venture to assert that my brother's work yields nothing to his, how-
ever, in minute precision of this kind ; and if so, it can hardly be
doubtful that its being in blank verse is a great gain, even as adding
the last refinement to exactness by showing the division of the lines ;
but of course also on the higher poetic ground. I do not forget that
a version already exists, by Mr. Pollock, professing a like aim with
my brother's; and must again express a hope that publicity will
shortly afford to all an opportunity of judging the claims of the
new attempt. I may here also acknowledge my obligations to my
brother for valuable suggestions and assistance in the course of my
present work.
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